ing by proceeded to remove the handcuffs from 
Chet’s wrists. The plump youth got up sheepishly 
and left the mansion with the Hardys. 

“That big phony!” Joe fumed as they climbed 
into the sleek yellow car. 

“Guess I really messed things up,” Chet confessed 
glumly. “I was trying to catch up with that ghost, 
and the first thing I knew, two guards jumped out 
from behind the trees and grabbed me!” 

“Never mind, it wasn’t your fault, Chet,” said 
Frank. “You were deliberately set up, which means 
they must have spotted you up in the tree. Or 
maybe they spotted all of us earlier on.” 

Back at their motel, the three Bayporters were 
about to turn in for the night when the telephone 
rang. Chet answered, then held out the phone to 
Joe, who was nearer to him. “For you Hardys. It’s 
your Aunt Gertrude.” 

Surprised and a bit alarmed, Joe took the handset 
and said, “Hi, Aunty! Everything okay at home?” 

“Yes, indeed, your mother and I have everything 
under control! But have you heard the latest news 
bulletin?” 

“No. What’s up?” 

“That scoundrel who’s impersonating the Ape- 
man has gone on another rampage!” Miss Hardy 
informed her nephew. 

Joe gasped. “Whereabouts, Aunty?” 

“At a place called the Comic Art Museum!” 
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Stolen Secrets 


Joe was more startled than ever to hear that the 
museum which the Hardy boys had just heard 
about for the first time that afternoon should be the 
scene of the weird vandal’s latest raid. 

After asking a few more questions, he said, 
“Thanks for the tip, Aunt Gertrude. This may be 
important!” 

“Indeed it is!” Miss Hardy snapped. “If I hadn't 
thought so, I wouldn’t have called at this late hour. 
Mark my words, there were probably drawings of — 
the Apeman at the museum, and the culprit went 
there to destroy them as part of a revenge plot 
against the Apeman and everything connected with 
him. My theory is the culprit’s gone loony, maybe 
from reading too many comic books!” 
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“You could be right at that, Aunty,” Joe said, 
smothering a chuckle. Hanging up, he relayed the 
news to his two companions. 

Frank was keenly interested and wide awake on 
hearing of this development. “I sure wish we could 
get a look at the scene of the break-in,” he fretted. 
“We might turn up a really important clue!” 

“We can stop off at the place tomorrow,” Chet 
said sleepily. He had just finished peeling off his 
jeans and was settling himself comfortably in bed. 

“By that time they may have the damage all ti- 
died up,” said Frank, “and the clues will be gone.” 
He glanced at his watch, then added, “It’s not much 
after ten-thirty. I wonder if the police would still be 
at the museum? There wouldn’t be much traffic on 
the road at this time of night. I bet we could drive 
there in half an hour!” 

“We could try calling the museum and see if 
anyone answers,” Joe suggested. 

“Good idea!” Frank strode to the phone and got 
an outside line, then dialed information and asked 
for the number of the Comic Art Museum. 

“Do you want the regular number or the after- 
hours number?” the operator inquired. 

“The after-hours number, if there’s one listed.” 

“Yes, there is.” She read it out. 

Frank tried the number and circled a thumb and 
forefinger at Joe when his ringing got a prompt 
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response. The answering voice turned out to be 
that of the museum director, a Mr. Gerald Tappan. 
He sounded gratified at the Hardy boys’ interest in 
the night’s mysterious event and invited the famous 
young sleuths to come as soon as possible to look 
for clues. 

Chet preferred to stay settled for the night, but 
Frank and Joe started out immediately and reached 
their destination by eleven-twenty. 

The museum was located in a small converted 
factory building. The director and his wife lived in 
the former owner's house just across the road. Tap- 
pan, who they learned was himself a cartoonist, 
greeted the Hardys cordially and unlocked the mu- 
seum for their inspection. 

“How did you happen to discover the break-in?” 
Joe asked him. 

“Well, in summertime, you see, the museum is 
open till nine every weekday evening,” Tappan re- 
plied. “Tonight, soon after I closed up, my wife 
noticed a glimmer of light over here, as if someone 
might be shining a flashlight inside. Next thing we 
knew, there were noises, loud enough to be heard 
clear across the road. So I went over to see what 
was going on.” 

“Isn't there any alarm system?” Frank put in. 

“Not yet. The museum just exists on donations, 
and so far we haven't been able to afford one. Be- 
sides, this is a nice quiet area with a low crime rate. 
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I thought perhaps some youngster had just broken 
in for a prank.” 

Instead, Tappan related, he had discovered the 
brutal figure of the Apeman, or the Apeman impos- 
tor, tearing down drawings from the walls and 
wrecking exhibits. 

“Did he try to attack you?” Joe asked. 

“You bet he did!” Tappan replied ruefully. “He 
snatched up a bench and looked as if he were ready 
to break it over my head! I ran back out the door 
and across the road to my house and phoned the 
police. Unfortunately, the nut was gone by the time 
they arrived.” 

The vandalism was evident in the smears defac- 
ing the walls, drawings scattered about the floor, 
and several three-dimensional exhibits, such as a 
collection of toys based on comic strip characters, 
smashed as if with a fist or stick. 

“I haven’t even assessed the total damages yet,” 
Tappan concluded. “Frankly, I was so upset that 
when the police and a local reporter finished looking 
over the situation, I just locked up and went home.” 

“Did the police find out how the guy got in?” 

“Yes, through a rear window.” 

A broken pane and damage to the frame and sill 
indicated that the window had been levered open 
by the intruder. 

As Frank stood eyeing the broken window, a 
sudden thought flashed through his head. “Have 
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unpack it and go through it yet. Why?” 

“Is it still here?” 

Tappan’s expression chan ed fro 
startled. “I—I don’t know. Till go see!” _ 

He led the way to a storage room behind the 
museum office and went directly to a large crate. 
To his obvious dismay, the top of the crate had 
been pried off and the contents looked somewhat 
disordered, as though someone might have gone 
through them. 


“Good night!” Tappan exclaimed. “How did you 
know?” 

“Just a shot in the dark,” said Frank. “Is there any 
way of telling what’s been taken?” 

“Tm not sure. Let me see.” 

As the museum director examined the contents 
of the crate, it soon became obvious that the draw- 
ings and other artwork were arranged in large file 
folders, with each folder labeled according to the 
year in which the work had been done. 

“One whole year’s work is missing!” Tappan 
exclaimed. 


“What date?” Frank asked. 
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“Six years ago.” 

The Hardys were thoughtful as they thanked the 
museum director and started back to the motel in 
their car a short time later. 

“Boy, what a weird case!” Joe remarked with a 
frown as they sped along the moonlit highway. “Do 
you suppose that artwork in the crate was the real 
motive for the break-in?” 

“Td be willing to bet on it,” Frank said. “What- 
ever was in that missing folder may have been the 
same thing the thief who tried to rob Frome’s house 
was after. That time he was out of luck because 
Frome’s big wolfhound scared him off. But this 
time he found what he was looking for.” 

“So the damage to the museum exhibits was just 
a cover-up to mislead the cops!” 

“Maybe, but we can’t be sure of that, Joe. Re- 
member, the faker who's posing as the Apeman has 
vandalized other places, too, where there was no 
artwork involved, like that movie theater in Shore- 
ham and the disco at Bayport.” 

“True.” Joe pinched his lower lip thoughtfully 
and continued frowning. “Speaking of the Alfresco 
Disco—do you suppose there’s any connection be- 
tween this case and the Noah cult? Or was it just a 
coincidence, the amulet turning up at the disco 
after the fake-Apeman raid?” 

Frank shrugged and shook his head. “You've got 
me there.” 
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“You may be onto something there, Joe!” 

Next day, after the Hardy boys and Chet re- 
turned to Bayport from the motel where they had 
stayed overnight, Frank telephoned Vern Kelso in 
New York to ask his opinion of Joe’s theory. 

‘Td say it’s definitely possible,” the television ex- 
ecutive replied. For the first time, Kelso sounded 
worried. But he could offer no helpful leads by 
which to verify the theory. 

“We'll try to check it out,” Frank promised. 

Next, the two boys tried to contact their father 
by telephone. His number got no answer, but after 
transmitting his code call repeatedly, they finally 
got a response over the radio. 
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“What’s up, Son?” Fenton Hardy inquired. 

“Dad, is there any connection between the stolen- 
art case that Sam Radley’s working on and the 
Children of Noah cult?” Joe spoke into the mike. 

There was a slight hesitation before Mr. Hardy’s 
voice responded over the loudspeaker. “Yes, there 
is. Since this transmission is scrambled, I daresay I 
can answer your question briefly over the air, pro- 
viding we don’t go into details.” 

The famed detective explained that certain U.S. 
‘government security data, as well as stolen indus- 
trial trade secrets, were being sold to foreign agents 
overseas. The CIA had picked up various clues that 
seemed to point to Noah Norvel as the seller. 

“I was hired to check him out,” Mr. Hardy con- 
tinued. “So far I’ve had no luck in getting the goods 
on him. But I did run across evidence indicating 
that Noah may be involved in another criminal 
racket, namely, the fencing of stolen jewelry and 
stolen paintings and other art objects.” In every in- 
stance, the detective added, a fake or forgery had 
been substituted for the authentic stolen item. 

“Then when Paul Linwood asked me to find his 
daughter,” Mr. Hardy went on, “I hoped that might 
open up another line of investigation into Noah's 
criminal activities. But even that visit Sue paid to 
the shady art dealer, when Sam spotted her, doesn't 
really give us any conclusive proof.” 

Soon after Frank and Joe signed off their radio 
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conversation with their father, the telephone rang 
in the front hall. Frank answered and heard the 
voice of the Coast Guard lieutenant who had led 
the boarding party onto the Ark. 

“We've just had a radio call from the Ark,” he 
reported. “Apparently your friend Buzz Barton’s 
had a bellyful of the Noah cult. He wants to be 
picked up. Can you go and get him?” 

“Yes, sir, we'll leave right now! Thanks for letting 
us know.” 

The Hardy boys hurried out to their car and sped 
off to their boathouse near the harbor. But to their 
dismay after climbing aboard the Sleuth, the en- 
gine failed to respond when Joe keyed the ignition, 

“Dead as a doornail!” he groaned. 

“Hang on,” said Frank. “Maybe just a loose con- 
nection somewhere.” 

Opening the engine compartment, he attempted 
to spot the cause. But the job of troubleshooting 
proved far more difficult than Frank had expected. 
Almost an hour of sweaty checking was performed 
by both boys before Frank exclaimed, “Here's the 
trouble, Joe—and it’s no accident! Our starter relay 
has been sabotaged.” 
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_Code-Word Clues 


Joe was furious but also puzzled by their failure to 
notice any sign that the boathouse lock had been 
tampered with. 

“That doesn’t prove anything,” Frank pointed 
out. “Any guy who’s smart enough mechanically to 
pick a lock can easily make it shut again.” He added 
a moment later, “Look—he didn’t even leave any 
scratches!” 

“But why worry about all that?” Joe asked. “If 
he’s going to sabotage our boat, what difference 
does it make whether we know he broke in or not?” 

“Just a nasty sense of humor, I guess. If we knew 
the boathouse had been broken into, wed be pre- 
pared to find something wrong with the Sleuth. 
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This way, we don't discover the sabotage till we're 
all set to shove off.” 

“Great!” said Joe, looking disgusted. “So how’re 
we going to pick up Buzz?” 

“Maybe we can get Tony Prito to take us in his 
boat,” Frank suggested. 

“Great idea! Let’s give him a call!” 

The Hardys tried Tony’s number from a nearby 
phone booth. Their high-school chum readily a- 
greed to take them out to the Ark in his motorboat, 
the Napoli. 

While they were sitting at the boat landing, wait- 
ing for Tony to appear, Frank remarked to Joe, 
“You know, there could be another reason why our 
boathouse was broken into.” 

“Such as?” 

“The intruder might have been looking for some- 
thing, maybe to see if we had any incriminating 
information in connection with one of the cases 
were working on.” 

“We haven't used the Sleuth so far,” said Joe, “in 
investigating the Apeman mystery.” 

“No, but we did the night we spotted those 
flashing-light signals from Buzz and went aboard 
the Ark to find Sue,” Frank reminded his brother. 

“That’s right! So maybe the captain of the Ark or 
one of Noah’s stooges got worried that we might be 
watching their ship, maybe snapping pictures of 
everyone who goes aboard.” 
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“Right—or even just keeping a log of how many 
people come and go. Perhaps they hoped to find 
something in the boathouse that would tip them off 
to what we're up to, and sabotaging the Sleuth was 
just an afterthought.” 

“That would explain it, all right,” Joe agreed. 

Presently, Tony Prito’s Napoli pulled alongside 
the boat landing. Frank and Joe clambered into the 
cockpit with him, and the trio were soon knifing 
out across the sunlit waters of Barmet Bay. 

They could see a number of people, including 
white-robed culties, sailors, and at least one officer, 
watching them from the deck of the Ark as they 
approached the big converted cruise liner. 

Frank cupped his hands and shouted up, “We've 
come for Buzz Barton!” 

“Watch out, then!” the officer called back. “Here 
he comes!” 

He turned and gestured to someone behind him 
with a wave of his hand. The Hardys and Tony saw 
a struggling figure being dragged toward the rail. 

Next moment the prisoner was picked up bodily 
and hurled out over the side, hitting the water with 
a mighty splash not far from the Napoli! 

Luckily the husky, freckle-faced youth seemed 
unharmed by his dunking. He swam toward the 
Napoli with brisk, powerful strokes, and the three 
Bayporters helped him scramble into the boat. 

“What a bunch of yellow punks!” Tony exploded 


127 


angrily, glaring up at the grinning faces on the deck 
of the Ark. 

“Don’t waste your breath on em,” Buzz Barton 
advised. “The poor saps aren't worth it.” 

On their way back to the harbor, Buzz related 
what had happened on the evening that he went 
aboard the cult ship. “They must've known before- 
hand that I was Sue Linwood’s boyfriend and 
maybe that I was working with you Hardys, too,” 
Buzz conjectured. “As soon as I went below, a cou- 
ple of the culties grabbed me, and one of them 
jabbed me with a needle. After that, everything’s a 
blur!” 

“You were probably injected with something to 
make you talk,” said Joe, “like a hypnotic drug. 
That’s how they must have found out Frank and I 
were coming later and the signals to lure us 
aboard.” 

Buzz nodded. “That’s what I thought. I didn’t 
come to again till you fellows and that Coast Guard 
lieutenant woke me up in my bunk. By that time | 
figured the damage was done, so I might as well 
stay aboard and try to find out as much as I could.” 

“Any luck?” Frank inquired. 

“Not much. Right now the only thing I’m pretty 
sure of is that Sue’s not on the Ark.” 

“Youre right, she isn’t. As a matter of fact, she 
was seen yesterday in New York City.” Frank ex- 
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plained how one of his father’s operatives had spot- 
ted the missing girl and how he and Joe had tried to 
find out if she was staying at Noah’s mansion. 

Buzz in turn told how, after finding out all he 
could, he had persuaded the captain of the Ark to 
let him go. “I acted as mean and troublesome as 
possible,” he chuckled, “picking fights with eve- 
ryone and refusing to do any work. The skipper 
and the cultie in charge finally told me to scram 
and let me send a radio message to the Coast 
Guard!” 

Barmet Bay was busy with fishing boats and 
other harbor traffic, including a huge oil tanker that 
was being nudged into its berth by a tug. As Tony 
slowed the Napoli and steered toward the boat 
landing, the Hardys quizzed Sue’s boyfriend for 
further information on the cult. 

Buzz reported that while the Ark hovered off- 
shore, a whole fleet of smaller craft plied back and 
forth between the mother ship and various coastal 
ports, such as Bayport. 

“In each town, there’s an agent who drums up 
work for the culties,” Buzz said. “You know, like 
painting or lawn work or jobs as temporary maids 
or houseboys. One thing Ill say for the Children of 
Noah, that cult teaches the kids to work hard and 
be very polite. And people soon find that out, so 
they’re happy to be able to hire them.” 
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“Which also makes a lot of money for the cult,” 
Joe remarked. 

“Right. The kids are told that it all goes into the 
cult treasury. But ld be willing to bet that means 
Noah's private bank accounts!” 

Buzz squinted out across the glittering sheet of 
spray furrowing aft from the bow. “I don’t know if 
it means anything,” he went on after a moment, 
“but I overheard a conversation on the Ark not long 
after you guys showed up.” 

“Who was talking?” Frank asked. 

“The guy who’s in charge of all the Children of 
Noah on the Ark, and one of the crew. I might not 
have paid any attention, except that they were 
skulking all by themselves up on the boat deck and 
talking kind of low, as if they didn’t want anyone to 
hear them. They didn’t seem to realize I was 
sprawled out on the deck right nearby, or maybe 
they thought I was asleep.” 

Buzz said that his interest was aroused by the 
oddness of the conversation. “They seemed to be 
talking partly in code. For instance, two or three 
times I heard them say something that sounded like 
Cara-Vojjo, whatever that means. And they also 
kept referring to the ‘Flower Basket Scene? What- 
ever they were talking about, it seemed to have 
something to do with the cult agent’s houseboat in 
Bayport.” 

“What cult agent?” asked Joe. 
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- “The guy who drums up odd jobs for the cul- 
ties—I mean the ones who come ashore during the 
day to work.” 

Frank and Joe exchanged puzzled glances. Nei- 
ther could imagine what the conversation might 
have been about nor what the code words might 
mean. m 
But suddenly Tony Prito spoke up. “That first 
one sounds like an Italian name—Caravaggio.” He 
spelled it for the others. 

Frank frowned, then snapped his fingers. “I’ve 
got a hunch I've heard that name before!” he ex- 
claimed. “And I bet I know just where to find out 
for sure!” 

As soon as they had tied up at the boat landing, 
Tony led the boys a little ways along the water- 
front. “I think that’s the houseboat Buzz heard them 
talking about,” he said, pointing to a craft that was 
moored to a dock nearby. 

“You're right!” cried Joe. “Look at that design 
stenciled on the side, Frank!” 

The design portrayed a bird in flight with a leafy 
branch in its mouth, the same as the dove and olive- 
branch symbol on the amulet! 

Frank asked the others to keep an eye on the 
houseboat. Meanwhile he hurried to the Hardy 
boys’ car and drove to the Howard Museum, where 
he spoke to the art curator, a slender, wispy- aes 
man with rimless, pinch-nose glasses. 
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“Mr. Scath, am I mistaken in thinking there was 
an Italian painter named Caravaggio?” 

“No, indeed, Frank, you're quite right. In fact 
there were two painters by that name. You're prob- 
ably thinking of the more famous one, Michelan- 
gelo da Caravaggio, who lived during the late 
fifteen hundreds—had a very melodramatic style 
with lots of light and shadow.” 

Frank socked his fist into the palm of his other 
hand. “I knew I'd heard that name somewhere!” 

“Most likely in the news,’ the curator said. “A 
painting by Caravaggio was sold at auction just a 
few days ago for an exceptionally high price. It was 
titled Girl with Flower Basket.” 

Frank sped back to the harbor excitedly. Joe and 
his two companions reported that the cult agent 
had left the houseboat and driven off in his car 
fifteen minutes earlier. 

“Wow!” Joe exclaimed on hearing his brother’s 
news. “If that conversation Buzz overheard means 
what it sounds like, there may be evidence on the 
houseboat that would help Dad get the goods on 
Noah Norvel!” 

“And now’s our chance to find out!” said Frank. 

Buzz and Tony had no intention of being left out 
of the adventure. They tagged along eagerly as the 
Hardys boldly went aboard the craft. The agent, 
apparently unworried about any risk of a burglary, 
had left the houseboat unlocked. 
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“There it is!” Joe gasped. In the main room of the 
houseboat hung a large painting. It showed a bare- 
foot young peasant girl in the marketplace, holding 
a basketful of flowers! 

Then a voice snapped: “You thieves!” 
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A Baited Trap 


The Hardy boys and their two friends whirled 
around as they heard the voice behind them. An 
angry looking, red-faced man was standing in the 
doorway. 

“It’s the cult agent!” Tony hissed out of the corner 
of his mouth to Frank. The older Hardy boy had 
already guessed as much. 

The agent glared at them furiously. He seemed 
to be almost trembling with rage. Frank thought he 
detected a trace of alarm in the man’s expression as 
well. 

“How dare you young punks break into my 
houseboat!” the agent ranted. 

“We didn’t break in, we walked in,” Joe said 
coolly. 
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“You realize I could have you all arrested for 
attempted burglary?” 

“I doubt that,” said Frank. 

His remark seemed to provoke the agent still 
further. “Get off my boat,” the red-faced man 
stormed, “before I call the police!” 

Like his brother, Frank had decided that their 
best tactic was bluffing. “Sure, we'll leave,” he re- 
plied calmly. “But don’t let that stop you. Go right 
ahead and call the police if you think you've got a 

case against us.” 

_ The Hardys led the way across the deck of the 
houseboat and back onto the pier, followed by 
Tony and Buzz. They heard the door slam behind 
them. 

The four youths paused at a safe distance from 
the houseboat, in case the cult agent might still be 
watching them furtively. 

“Looks like we’ve got Noah and his stooges dead 
to rights!” Joe exulted. 

“It sure does,” Frank agreed. “Remember what 
Dad told us about that stolen-art racket?” 

“Every time something’s taken, a fake or forgery 
is left in its place.” 

“Right! So if that picture we saw just now is the 
Caravaggio painting called Girl with Flower Bas- 
ket, then the one sold at auction must have been a 
forgery. The two were probably switched just be- 
fore the auction!” 
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“Td say you guys are the ones who ought to be 
calling the police,” put in Tony with a dry chuckle. 
“You might even get a reward for finding the real 
painting!” a 

“If we did, we'd split it four ways, with you and 
Buzz,” Frank declared. “But I think we should 
check with Dad first. We sure wouldn't want to go 
spoiling any plan of action he may have for dealing 
with Noah.” 

Joe was of the same opinion. Nevertheless, after 
managing to contact their father by a long-distance 
phone call, both brothers were somewhat surprised 
when he advised extreme caution. 

“Sit tight until Sam Radley gets there,’ Fenton 
Hardy told his sons. “He'll bring you instructions on 
just what to do.” 

Frank and Joe and their two companions settled 
down to wait in the Hardy boys’ car. It was parked 
in a spot that enabled them to keep watch on the 
houseboat, in case any attempt was made to sneak 
the painting away. 

After an hour’s wait, Tony Prito reluctantly an- 
nounced that he had to go. He was due at work at 
an excavation site where his father’s construction 
company was pouring the foundations for a new 
building. “Be sure and let me know how- things 
come out!” he said. 

“We will,” Frank promised. “And thanks a lot for 
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taking us out to the Ark in the Napoli.” 

Almost another hour went by before Sam Radley 
finally drove up and parked alongside the Hardy 
boys’ car. He brought with him a short, stout man 
with a bristling reddish mustache. “This is Mr. 
Hacker of the art auction gallery that sold the Ca- 
ravaggio picture,’ Sam introduced him to the boys. 
“He’s an expert on Italian painting of that period, so 
he can tell us whether that picture on the houseboat 
is the real McCoy.” 

“How are you going to get a look at it?” Joe 
asked, after shaking hands with Hacker. “That em- 
ployment agent for the cult is still aboard.” 

“Your dad’s got that all figured out,” Radley said, 
“and he’s also talked to Police Chief Collig, who's 
promised to cooperate. But we'll need one of your 
high-school gang to pose as a new recruit for the 
cult.” 

Joe glanced at his brother. “How about Biff 
Hooper? He even shaved his head so he could go to 
the comic book party as Cue Ball, remember?” 

Frank grinned. “Perfect! That'll make him look 
all the more convincing. He can pretend he shaved 
himself bald on purpose, just so he could join the 
Children of Noah!” 

Biff readily agreed to help out when the Hardys 
called him. Then they stood by while Sam Radley 
transmitted exact instructions over the phone. 
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Twenty minutes later, the Hardys’ tall, rangy 
chum arrived on the dock. Walking Straight up to 
where the houseboat was moored, he knocked 
loudly on the door. The cult agent opened up. 

“I want to find out how to join the Children of 
Noah,” Biff announced and started to shoulder his 
way inside. 

“Hold it, kid!” the agent retorted suspiciously, 
“Nobody comes barging in here uninvited! I don’t 
even know who you are!” 

“My name’s Biff Hooper, if that makes any dif- - 
ference. You think I’d have shaved my hair off al- 
ready if I weren't serious about joining? Come on, 
let me in! How soon can we go out to the Ark?” 

‘Tve already told you, nobody comes barging 
aboard uninvited!” the agent growled. “Just stay 
put on the dock till the Children of Noah decide 
whether or not they want to accept you!” 

His face was tuming red again, and as he spoke, 
the agent tried to push Biff back out of the 
doorway. 

“Don't go shoving me around!” Biff protested. As 
if to emphasize his words, the husky footballer 
pushed back with a strong, stiff-armed shove of his 
own. 

The angry agent responded in kind. His temper 
seemed to grow shorter with each exchange. Be- 
fore long, the two were engaged in a noisy scuffle, 
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which soon threatened to turn into an out-and-out 
fistfight. 

In their angry confrontation, neither noticed the 
policeman who came striding toward them. “All 
right, enough, you two! What’s going on here?” he 
demanded. 

“This punk’s trying to force his way onto my 
houseboat!” the cult agent charged loudly. 

“I came to join the Children of Noah, and he 
started shoving me around!” Biff retorted. 

Soon he and the agent were hurling accusations 
back and forth and arguing as furiously as they had 
been scuffling a few moments before. 

“Youre both under arrest for disturbing the 
peace!” the policeman broke in, shouting to make 
himself heard. “So pipe down, both of you, and 
come along with me!” 

After summoning help by walkie-talkie, the offi- 
cer herded his two charges into a squad car, which 
then drove off to the police station. 

_ The three boys, who had watched the whole epi- 
sode from the car, burst out laughing at Biff’s 
highly convincing performance. 

“Never mind all that,” grinned Sam Radley. 
“Now’s our chance to slip aboard so Mr. Hacker 
can get a good look at that painting.” 

The Hardy boys and Buzz Barton waited on the 
dock while Fenton Hardy’s operative escorted the 
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art expert aboard the houseboat. Ten minutes went 
by, then fifteen. 

“Boy, that guy from the gallery must really be 
giving the picture a good going-over!” Joe said 
some time later, with a glance at his watch. 

Frank nodded anxiously. “They'd better hurry, 
or Noah’s stooge might get back in time to catch 
them!” 

Actually, Police Chief Collig himself was dealing 
with the two disturbers of the peace and was doing 
so in somewhat leisurely fashion. At first he had let 
them cool their heels in a waiting room at the police 
station before he found time to interview them per- 
sonally. Then he questioned each of them at length 
about their quarrel on the dock. 

“Well now, I don’t think this incident is serious 
enough to warrant an arrest,” he announced finally. 
“Seems to me both of you had reason to get a little 
huffy, but that’s no excuse to start beating each 
other up. If you'll both shake hands, I’m prepared 
to dismiss the charges.” 

Grumpily the cult agent and Biff obeyed. By the 
time the agent returned to the dock there was no 
sign that anyone had entered the houseboat in his 
absence. 

Meanwhile, Sam Radley and Mr. Hacker were 
informing the three boys about the results of the art 
expert’s inspection of the painting. 
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“It’s definitely not a Caravaggio,’ said Hacker, 
“I'd rate it as a pretty fair copy of the picture we 
sold at auction, but it would never stand up to close 
examination.” 

Frank and Joe looked at each other in chagrin 
and then at Sam Radley. 

“TIl bet Noah and his stooges didn't have that 
made overnight,” said Frank. “It would take some 
time to make that good a copy, wouldn't it, Mr. 
Hacker?” 

The art expert nodded. “Yes, I would say a few 
days, anyhow, although some forgers work pretty 
fast." 

“Which means they may have been planning to 
heist the original,” said Radley, “if thats what 
you re getting at, Frank.” 

“Right; Sam. But that doesn’t alter the fact that 
they sure fooled me and Joe. I'll bet the whole thing 
was a carefully planned setup, just to trick us into 
making a false accustion, and then later on, they 
could sue us for plenty!” 

“I’m afraid you're right,” the operative agreed. 
“Not only that, but if your dad did bring other 
charges against them later on, a false arrest now 
would badly weaken his case.” 

“Thank goodness Dad kept us from falling into 
their trap!” said Joe, trying to look at the bright 
side. 
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The Hardy boys drove Buzz Barton home to 
Shoreham, then headed back rather glumly to their 
own house in Bayport. A plump figure bounced 
down from the porch to greet them as they pulled 
into the driveway on Elm Street. It was Chet 
Morton. 

“Guess what!” the chubby youth exclaimed. 

“We gave up already,” said Joe, “so tell us. What's 
the big news?” 

“Star Comix just bought my cartoon story!” 
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“Hey, that’s great, Chet! Congratulations!” Joe 
cried, getting out of the car and greeting the fat boy 
with a hearty handshake. “When did you find out?” 

“T just got a call from New York this afternoon!” 

“Looks like you’re on your way to fame and for- 
tune!” said Frank, adding a congratulatory hand- 
shake of his own. 

Both the Hardy boys were tickled over Chet’s 
good luck. Besides being pleased for their friend’s 
sake, the news helped to cheer them up after the 
somewhat discouraging outcome of their house- 
boat adventure. 

“Say, I think this deserves a celebration!” Frank 
went on. He told Chet briefly about the flower- 
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basket painting and explained that they had prom- 
ised to take Biff Hooper to a steak-and-chips dinner 
and an early movie, in reward for his help in mak- 
ing it possible for the art expert to inspect the paint- 
ing on the houseboat. “Why don’t you come with 
us, Chet? The treat’s on us!” 

“In that case, how can I refuse?” chortled the 
budding cartoonist. 

Because of his summer job as a milkman’s helper, 
Biff had to be in bed promptly every evening. So it 
was only a few minutes after nine-thirty when the 
Hardy boys returned home that night. 

Aunt Gertrude met them as they walked in the 
door. “You had two calls while you were out!” 

“From whom, Aunt Gertrude?” Frank asked. 

“One was from the director of the Comic Art 
Museum, and the other was from that fellow in the 
comic book business, Micky Rudd. They sounded 
urgent. I think you’d better call them back right 
now!” 

Frank and Joe shot a quick glance at each other, 
both boys smothering grins as they did so. From 
Miss Hardy’s somewhat nagging, peckish manner, 
they could tell that she was eaten up with curiosity 
over the cause of the unusual nighttime calls. As 
usual with their detective cases, she was keeping in 
close touch with their work on the Apeman mys- 
tery and the disappearance of Sue Linwood. 
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“Okay, Aunty,” Frank replied. “We’ll call them 
back right now. Did you get their numbers?” 

“Naturally!” From her severe tone of voice, the 
tall, bony woman sounded almost insulted at the 
very idea that she might be guilty of such an 
oversight. 

Frank chuckled silently as he dialed the museum 
director’s number on the telephone in the front hall. 
Both he and Joe were aware that their aunt was 
hovering close by, listening with sharp ears and 
keeping an eye on developments through her gold- 
rimmed spectacles. 

“This is Frank Hardy, returning your call, Mr. 
Tappan, said the elder Hardy boy as the director’s 
voice came on the line. 

“Oh, yes. I thought you fellows might be inter- 
ested in something we discovered just before clos- 
ing time this evening.” 

“We certainly are, sir, if it has anything to do with 
this Apeman impostor.” 

“T suspect it may. If you recall, you were inquir- 


ing about some work by an artist named Archie 


Frome, which was donated to the museum, and we 
found that some of it was missing.” 
“Yes, sir,” Frank responded. “What about it?” 
“Well, the damage caused by the vandal was 
cleaned up first thing this morning. But this evening 
we found a very odd drawing lying on the floor in 
the main display room.” 
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“What sort of drawing? And what’s so odd about 
it?” 

“For one thing, it’s signed by Archie Frome, at 
least it bears the usual signature that appears on all 
his artwork. But I’m sure the drawing’s a fake!” 

“How come?” 

“I know Frome’s stuff very well,’ Mr. Tappan 
said, “and this doesn’t look like his work at all. It's 
nothing like his usual style.” 

“What’s it a drawing of?” Frank asked. “I mean, 
what sort of a sketch is it?” 

“Its a drawing of the Apeman, just like the comic 
book Apeman or the character on TV. It shows him 
going into a cave.” 

Joe, who was listening in on the conversation at 
Frank’s elbow, gave a low whistle. 

Frank, too, was keenly intrigued by the museum 
director’s strange discovery. “That may be impor- 
tant, Mr. Tappan! Joe and I had better drive up and 
take a look at it tomorrow.” 

“Fine! I'll expect you.” 

“How’s that for a weird twist,” Frank said as he ~ 
hung up. 

“How can I offer an opinion when I don’t even 
know what you're talking about!” Miss Hardy cut 
in. Her rather sharply pointed nose seemed to be 
twitching with curiosity. 

Frank grinned and relayed the odd news he had 
received from Mr. Tappan. 
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“Hmph! Sounds to me like a planted clue!” his 
aunt opined shrewdly. 

Frank was startled and impressed. The thought, 
which had also flickered through his own mind, 
certainly fitted in with the fact that the damage 
from the vandal’s raid had already been cleaned 
up. “You know, you could be right, at that, Aunt 
Gertrude,” he mused. 

“Of course I could be right!” she snapped. 
“What’s so unusual about that?” 

“Er, nothing, Aunty.” He smiled. “I was just 
thinking.” 

“Good! I’m glad to hear it. In my opinion, the 
secret of successful crime detection is always good, 
clear thinking.” 

“Yes, maam.” 

Frank’s next call was to Micky Rudd, who an- 
swered so promptly that he gave the impression he 
was sitting by the telephone, waiting for it to ring. 

“What’s up, Mr. Rudd?” Frank asked. 

“Plenty! At least, that’s my hunch!” As usual, the 
editor-publisher’s voice sounded tense and excited, 
as though the call had caught him in the midst of a 
comic book crisis. As a matter of fact, Frank re- 
flected, that might be exactly what the Apeman 
impostor was causing at Star Comix. “I’ve just been 
promised a tip,’ Rudd went on, “as to where we 
can find the hideout of this nut who’s been posing 
as the Apeman!” 
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“Who promised it?” 

“How do I know? The tipster didn’t give me his 
name! What I mean is,” Rudd explained, slowing 
down his machine-gun style of speaking, “I got this 
anonymous call shortly after dinnertime. The voice 
at the other end of the line said if I'd stay close to 
the phone tonight, he’d call back later and tell me 
where to find the fake Apeman’s cave hideout. 
When I asked who was speaking, he just growled, 
‘None of your business!’ and hung up!” 

“Wait a minute!” Frank broke in, picking up 
some of Rudd’s excitement. “When your caller 
promised this tip, did he use those exact two 
words—cave hideout?” 

“That’s right. Why?” 

“Well, sir, it may be just coincidence, but that ties 
in with something else that came up tonight.” Frank 
told him about the drawing found at the Comic Art 
Museum, which showed the Apeman going into a 
cave. 

Micky Rudd was immediately excited. “Follow 
that up!” he exclaimed, like a general barking out 
orders to his troops. “You and your brother better 
get up there right away!” 

“You mean tonight?” Frank gasped, lifting his 
eyebrows in a startled look at Joe and Aunt 
Gertrude. 

“Sure, while the clue’s fresh! If this anonymous 
call I got means anything, then there must be some 


149 


connection! Maybe that drawing'll give some hint 
of where the cave’s located. Once you get up there 
to the museum and take a look at it, give me 
another ring and I'll tell you if I’ve had any more 
news from the tipster!” 

Neither Hardy boy was enthusiastic about start- 
ing out on such a lengthy trip at so late an hour. 
However, after checking a map, Joe phoned the 
Ace Air Service at Bayport airfield and arranged 
for a charter flight to the Westchester County Air- 
port, which the map showed was not far from the 
Comic Art Museum. The Ace Air Service was op- 
erated by a pilot named Jack Wayne, who also 
acted as Mr. Hardy’s personal pilot when the detec- 
tive needed him on his investigations. 

Luckily, after landing in Westchester, the boys 
were able to obtain a car from a twenty-four-hour 
rental agency. They drove swiftly to the home of 
Gerald Tappan, whom they had alerted by a tele- 
phone call from Bayport and who had promised to 
wait up for their visit. 

With keen interest, Frank and Joe studied the 
drawing he handed them. It was done in pen and 
ink on white paper. 

“You're quite sure this is not Frome’s work?” 
Frank asked the museum director. 

“Positive! In fact, the more I look at it, the more 
I'm inclined to think that it was done by an 
amateur—or at least the inking was.” 
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“How come, sir?” Joe asked with a puzzled 
frown. | 

“It’s a little hard to explain, but—well, the inked 
lines aren't quite true. They’re not done with assur- 
ance, whereas the Apeman’s figure itself seems to 
be drawn with professional skill.” 

“You mean, a professional artist might have 
drawn the picture in pencil, and then it was inked 
over by an amateur?” 

“Right.” Tappan explained that, in comic book 
work, the penciling and inking were often done by 
entirely different artists. “It may be,’ he added, 
“that whoever did this picture traced the Apeman 
from a comic book and then inked the tracing.” 

“H’m, that’s interesting. Another funny thing,’ 
Frank mused aloud, “is that the face of the Apeman 
in this drawing seems to look like somebody I've 
seen. But I can’t figure out who.” 

“Same here!” Joe exclaimed. “He reminds me of 
somebody, too!” 

After asking Mr. Tappan if he might use the 
phone, Frank called Micky Rudd in New York City. 
Rudd's voice was seething with excitement again as 
he answered the Hardy boy’s query as to whether he 
had heard any more from the mysterious tipster. 

“I sure did! He called back about ten minutes 
ago,’ the comic book editor reported, “and this 
time he gave me exact directions on where to find 
that nut’s cave hideout!” 
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“Let's have the directions he gave you, Mr. Rudd.” 
Whipping out a pencil, Frank jotted them down, 
then said, “Okay, we'll check out the tip right away, 
sir!” 

Gerald Tappan was startled by the news, and Joe 
was almost as excited as Rudd himself had sounded 
on the telephone. The museum director read over 
the instructions on how to reach the cave, then 
brought out a road map and showed the boys that 
the location was only a ten- or fifteen-minute drive 
from his house. 

Frank stood up. “Of course there is a chance that 
this is a trap,’ he said. “If you don’t hear from us 
within a couple of hours, Mr. Tappan, will you 
please notify the police?” 
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Tappan nodded. “Be careful, will you?” 

The boys left and soon were whizzing along the 
highway through the nighttime darkness. 

“Think theres any chance we'll find the guy 
who's been posing as the Apeman?” Joe asked, 
shooting a glance at his brother. 

Frank, who was at the wheel, responded with a 
shrug. “Could be. Just from the timing of those calls 
to Rudd, I have a hunch the tipster knows there’s 
something in that cave right now. Or someone!” 

Both boys felt a twinge of nervousness at the 
prospect of facing the huge, savage brute who had 
tried to wreck the Alfresco Disco. He might be a 
fake as far as impersonating the Apeman was con- 
cerned, but there was no doubt about the size of his 
muscles! And this time there would be just the two 
of them, alone and unarmed, facing his fury! 

Tappan had told them to watch for a certain 
highway intersection, followed by an expressway 
turnoff. About a mile and a half beyond this, the 
ground on the right of the road would rise in a steep 
hillside, and among a clump of trees near the top, 

-according to Rudd’s telephoned instructions, they 
would find the cave opening. 

“Here we are!” Frank muttered presently. He 
slowed, turned off the road, and braked to a halt. 

The boys got out and started up the hillside, each 
carrying a flashlight. No sounds of traffic reached 
their ears from the highway below. At this time of 
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night the silence was intense, broken only by a 
faint, sleepy chirp of crickets and the scuff of their 
own footsteps trudging up the slope. 

“There’s the cave opening!” Joe whispered as his 
flashlight beam picked out a yawning recess in the 
ground just ahead. 

Frank put out a hand to caution his brother. Si- 
lently they tiptoed to the mouth of the cave. Joe 
stifled a gasp as Frank shone his flashlight inside. 

A huge figure lay sprawled just a few yards from 
the entrance. The man was clad in a brief fur gar- 
ment and had his head resting on one crooked arm. 
His back was turned to the boys, and from the 
heavy snores issuing over his shoulder, he was ob- 
viously fast asleep. 

“Stand by for a quick retreat!” Frank whispered 
to Joe. Then he scooped up a handful of grit and 
gravel and flung it at the sleeping giant. 

The figure briefly twitched and groaned. Then 
the snoring resumed. 

Frank picked up several larger pebbles and tried 
again, this time with explosive results! The man 
grunted and sat bolt upright. Then as his sleep- 
dulled eyes became aware of the flashlight glow, 
he bellowed and leaped to his feet, whirling around 
as he did so. 

He blinked in the dazzling glare, and his jaw 
dropped open in a stupid gape. 
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“Gallopin’ grasshoppers!” Joe gasped. “It's Zack 
Amboy!” 

“And all of a sudden I know who that Apeman in 
the drawing reminds me of!” Frank murmured. 

“You're right! His face looks like Zack's!” 

“Who’s out there?” Amboy demanded. “What's 
going on?” 

The two young sleuths shifted their flashlight 
beams so he could see them, and Frank said, “We're 
the Hardy boys, Zack, Frank and Joe. Remember 
us?” 

“Sure! You bet I do! B-B-But ... where am I? ... 
How did I get here?” 

“That’s just what we were going to ask you,” said 
Joe. 

The muscular giant seemed dazed and utterly 
bewildered. He shambled forward and peered out 
at the tree-covered slope, then glanced back at the 
spot where he had been lying. “This is a cave!” he 
mumbled, as if he were just becoming aware of the 
fact. 

“That’s right,” Frank said evenly, his tone ex- 
pressing neither belief nor disbelief in Zack's 
amazement. 

“Well, I'll be a monkey’s uncle!” Amboy blurted. 

“You sure could be in that getup,” Joe said with a 
hint of amusement. “Some people might think 
that’s the Apeman’s costume you re wearing!” 
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“The Apeman?” Zack Amboy echoed in a trou- 
bled voice. “Now wait a minute! You guys don’t 
think I’m that nut who’s been going around posing 
as the Apeman, do you?” 

“Why don't you tell us?” said Frank. “Are you or 
aren't you?” 

“Of course I’m not!” 

“Then what’re you doing in that fur getup?” Joe 
asked. 

“How do I know?” Zack put one hand to the top 
of his head and added, “Look! Do I have a big mop 
of hair like the Apeman’s got? Does my jaw stick 
way out like his does?” 

“All that’s just a matter of makeup. You're still 
wearing the right costume for the role.” 

“Wait a minute!” Frank broke in. “If you don’t 
know how you happen to be wearing that fur suit, 


_ can you at least tell us how you got here?” 
“I don’t know that, either!” Zack’s voice came out 


as a strange mixture of a wail and a bellow. It might 
have sounded comical coming from so large and 
powerful a man, had the look on his face not been 
dead serious. 

“What do you remember? Anything at all?” 

“Not much.” Zack paused, rubbing his head 
again and scowling. “Say, what day is this?” he 
exclaimed suddenly. 

When Frank told him, the muscle man nodded. 
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“Thats what I thought... Well, lets see. I—I 
seem to remember leaving the house this morning 
... and I’ve got a hunch I worked out at the gym... 
but it’s all pretty hazy.” 

The Hardy boys exchanged doubtful glances. 

“You've gotta believe me!” Zack pleaded. “I’m 
not that loony who goes around acting like the 
Apeman and busting things up! I swear I’m not! 
Somebody's trying to frame me! They just planted 
me here in this getup!” 

Again Frank and Joe looked at each other. “It’s 
possible that someone slipped him some knockout 
drops,” Joe theorized, “or maybe a drug that wiped 
out his memory.” 

“Okay,” Frank said. “I suppose it could have 
happened that way. But you'll have to admit, Zack, 
the way things stand right now you look pretty 
suspicious.” 

“How did you guys find me?” 

“A telephone tip,” Frank said tersely, not wanting 
to give away anything more than necessary. 

Zack not only made no effort to get away, he 
meekly promised to hold himself available for 
questioning by the police. He even asked the Har- 
dys to give him a lift to some place where he might 
get a ride back to his home in Brooklyn. 

“We're headed for the Westchester County Air- 
port,” said Joe. 
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“That'll do fine!” Zack said gratefully. “Maybe I | 
can get some mechanic's duds there to cover up 
with.” 

On the way to the airport, Zack kept trying to 
convince the boys of his innocence. “Would I | 
strand myself way out here in the boondocks,” he 
argued, “without a car or a bike? Or even any street 
clothes!” 

“For all we know, you might’ve been expecting 
someone to pick you up,” Joe pointed out. 

“But why should I even want to go around pos- 
ing as the Apeman and getting everyone sore at 
me? I've got nothing to do with that Apeman tele- 
vision program! All I know about it is what I’ve 
heard from Rollo Eckert!” . 

The Hardys were immediately intrigued by 
Zack’s mention of the weight lifter with the broken 
leg whom they had met at the Olympic Gymna- 
sium. Both remembered him saying that he was 
from California. 

“What does Rollo Eckert know about ‘The Ape- 
man’ TV show?” Frank asked as they drove along. 

“Plenty! At least he knows a lot more than I do!” 
Zack replied. “He was hoping to land the starring 
role on that program. In fact, he was one of the two 
finalists for the part.” 

“Are you sure about that?” 

“Sure, I’m sure! He only lost out to Dante Maz- 
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zola at the last minute. The casting of the show was 
big news among top body builders all over the 
country.” 

Jack Wayne, who had evidently been on the look- 
out for the Hardy boys, waved excitedly as they 
pulled up at the airport. “I just got a flash from your 
dad about ten minutes ago over my plane radio!” 
he reported. 

“What’s up, Jack?” Frank inquired anxiously. 
“Anything wrong?” 

“He said to tell you that Noah Norvel’s mansion 
was raided by the Apeman impostor a little more 
than an hour ago.” 

The Hardy boys were startled by the news. From 
the stricken look on Zack Amboy’s face, it was clear 
that the fur-clad strong man realized that this de- 
velopment placed him under even deeper suspi- 
cion than before. 

The airport lay about midway between the Com- 
ic Art Museum and Noah’s mansion, which meant 
they could drive to the latter in about fifteen 
minutes. 

Frank said, “Do you mind waiting around for us 
awhile longer, Jack, while we check out what hap- 
pened at Noah Norvel’s?” 

“No problem. From what your dad said, I ex- 
pected you’d want to go there.” With a grin, the 
pilot jerked his thumb toward Zack Amboy and 
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added, “While you're gone, I'll see if I can rustle up 
a suit of coveralls to fit this bruiser.” 

“Great! Thanks, Jack. Also, please call Mr. Tap- 
pan for us and tell him were okay. Here’s the 
number.” 

The Hardys were soon on their way to the cult 
leaders mansion. They found several scout cars 
drawn up in the long driveway while policemen 
searched the grounds for clues. The house was 
ablaze with lights. Frank and Joe had no difficulty 
gaining entrance, and they learned that their father 
had asked the FBI to notify the local police of their 
probable arrival. 

Noah, however, was in a towering rage and 
glared at the Hardy boys suspiciously. 

“How many people were here with you at the 
time of the raid?” Frank asked him. 

“Six of my children, if it’s any of your business!” 

“You mean your own children or members of 
your cult?” 

“Children of Noah!” Norvel snapped. 

“What about servants?” put in Joe. 

“The children act as my aides and also do what- 
ever household work is necessary.” 

The bearded cult leader’s response drew scomful 
looks from both the Hardys, who realized this 
meant, in effect, that Noah used the teenage culties 
as his personal slaves. 
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Under prodding from Lieutenant Allen, the po- 
liceman in charge of the case, Norvel repeated his 
story of what had happened. He said that the fake 
Apeman had broken open the front door and come 
bursting into the mansion. He had knocked out the 
three male culties when they tried to resist him and 
had gassed two of the girls unconscious with a 
chloroform-soaked rag. 

Noah himself had been roughed up and tied. “I 
couldn’t even call the police till I managed to pull 
one of my wrists free and got loose from the ropes,’ 
he related angrily. “Meanwhile, that maniac ram- 
paged around, smashing furniture as you see, and 
ransacked my private study!” 

When Frank asked to interview the cultie ser- 
vants, the three youths who had been knocked out 
and the two girls who had been chloroformed were 
brought in. The sixth cultie, who was another teen- 
age girl, the Hardys were now told, had been 
dragged off by the fake Apeman as a hostage. 

“What was her name?” Joe exclaimed suddenly. 

“Sue Linwood, as if you didn’t know!” Norvel 
ranted. 

Frank responded with a hard look of his own. 
“How come none of your outside guards were able 
to stop the intruder?” he demanded. ~ 

“Because they were decoyed away and kayoed, 
one by one, which I’m sure is no news to you!” 
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“Just what is that supposed to mean?” Frank 
exploded. 

Instead of answering, Noah flung up his arms in 
a melodramatic gesture of disgust and turned to the 
police captain. “I’ve had enough of this farce!” he 
exploded. “Tm willing to bet these two and their 
father were behind tonight’s raid—as cover-up for 
a plot to snatch the Linwood girl away from my 
control!” 

“Youre crazy!” Joe blazed at the cult leader. 

“Am I? Then how does it happen you were seen 
less than an hour ago in company with the fake 
ApemanP” 
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Hidden Duo 


The Hardy boys were caught off guard by Noah 
Norvel’s sudden accusing question. 

Frank recovered first. “How would you know 
where we were or whom we were seen with, if you 
were tied up here at your house?” 

“For your information,” the cult leader gloated, 
“I was tipped off by an anonymous phone call just 
before the police arrived.” 

“Very convenient,” Joe needled. “If you don't 
even know who called, there’s no way anyone can 
check up on your story, is there?” 

Noah’s face flushed angrily. “You two are the 
ones who'd better start worrying about having your 
story checked up on!” he rasped. 

Police Lieutenant Allen eyed the Hardy boys 
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keenly. “Is this true, what Mr. Norvel says,” he cut 
in, “about you fellows being with this phony 
ApemanP” 

“Not exactly, sir,” Frank replied. “We were with 
someone who was dressed in a costume like the 
Apeman’s, and being a weight lifter, he also hap- 
pens to be muscled like the Apeman. But that 
doesn’t prove he’s the vandal who’s been posing as 
the Apeman—in fact, I’m convinced he’s not. Don’t 
you agree, Joe?” 

“Definitely. What’s more, we have reason to be- 
lieve he may have been drugged tonight, Lieuten- 
ant. It looks as though someone deliberately tried 
to frame him.” 

“What’s this muscle man’s name?” Allen asked. 

“Zack Amboy,” Joe said. “He’s promised to hold 
himself available for questioning.” 

“Hm.” The policeman frowned. “He may not be 
the only one who'll have to be questioned. In view 
of what's happened tonight and what you've just 
told me, you two may have to testify before a 
grand jury yourselves. Normally I’d be inclined to 
hold you both as material witnesses. However, be- 
cause of your father’s reputation and the fine detec- 
tive work you fellows have done on your own, I'll 
let you go for now, that is, if you'll agree to cooper- 
ate anytime we need you up here, to help carry out 
our investigation.” 
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“You have our word, sir,” the Hardys promised. 
Despite Noah Norvel's angry remonstrances, Lieu- 
tenant Allen allowed them to leave the mansion. 

The boys sped back to the Westchester County 
Airport, where Jack Wayne and Zack Amboy were 
waiting, avid for news of the night’s events. 

Frank and Joe filled them in. Then the elder 
Hardy boy asked Zack, “Any idea where Rollo 
Eckert is staying while he’s here in the East?” 

“Sure. He's renting a seaside cottage not far from 
Bayport, where you guys live. It’s right on the out- 
skirts of Shoreham.” 

“Shoreham?” echoed the Hardys. 

As Zack nodded, Frank asked, “Have you actu- 
ally seen his cottage?” 

“Yeah, I’ve been there.” Zack explained that Eck- 
ert had brought no exercise equipment with him 
when he left California. So he had placed an order 
through the Olympic Gym for a pair of fixed- 
weight dumbbells, which he could work out with 
regularly, in spite of his broken leg. Zack, who en- 
joyed sailing, had volunteered to bring the dumb- 
bells from the gym to the cottage on his boat, and 
Eckert had accepted the offer. 

“Can you tell us exactly how to find the cottage?” 
Frank pursued. 

“Sure, I can draw you a little map. Why, are you 
guys gonna look him up tomorrow?” 
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“I didn’t make that,” Eckert blustered foolishly. 
“It belongs to the TV film studio that’s shooting 
“The Apeman’ series.” 

“But you're the one who's been wearing it!” 
Frank charged. “In fact, you've been using this cos- 
tume as a disguise so you could pose as the Apeman 
when you vandalized that movie theater and the 
Alfresco Disco and all the other places you've 
raided!” 

Rollo Eckert’s face was twisted with emotion. He 
struggled for several moments to get his voice 
under control. Then his shoulders seemed to slump 
as he mumbled, “Okay, I'll admit I was the fake 
Apeman. B-But I wasn’t trying to hurt anyone! It 
was just a—a prank to get even!” 

“For losing out in the competition for the starring 
role,’ Frank prompted. 

Rollo nodded hopelessly. He scarcely seemed to 
notice the fact that Joe was silently edging away 
across the room. “I intended to quit,” he blurted, 
“after that night you guys almost caught me at the 
park disco. But then I got blackmailed into pulling 
those raids on the Comic Art Museum and Noah 
Norvel’s mansion.” 

“You mean—blackmailed by Vern Kelso?” As 
Frank spoke, he signaled his brother with one hand. 

Joe flung open the door leading to the back room 
of the small cottage. His action revealed two star- 
tling figures. One was Sue Linwood, blindfolded, 
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gagged, and tied to a chair! A man loomed over her 
in a menacing fashion, as if threatening to harm her 
if she tried to thump her feet or make any other 
noise to attract attention. 

The man was Vern Kelso. Under one arm he was 
clutching the large file folder stolen from the crate- 
ful of Archie Frome’s work at the Comic Art Mu- 
seum! Both Hardy boys recognized it at once from 
its similarity to the other folders they had seen in 
the crate. 

Kelso burst into a loud, raging harangue. “How 
did you two nosy brats know I was in here?” he 
screamed while Joe set to work untying Sue Lin- 
wood’s tightly knotted gag. 

“It wasn’t hard to figure, especially with that li- 
mousine sitting outside,” Frank retorted. “For one 
thing, you deliberately lied to us about the compe- 
tition for the Apeman role on TV. You were trying 
to cover up the fact that Rollo only lost out at the 
last minute, so we wouldn't suspect him. Joe and I 
also told you about our meeting with Zack Amboy, 
which made him the obvious choice for a fall guy 
to be arrested in place of Rollo.” 

Kelso’s bravado seemed to collapse when he real- 
ized how thoroughly the Hardy boys had uncov- 
ered his part in the Apeman mystery. Frank and Joe 
guessed that he also assumed they had alerted their 
father and the police before coming to the 
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cottage, and they let him go on thinking so. 

“Believe it or not, this whole mess wasn’t my 
fault!” Kelso fumed, striding back and forth as he 
gave vent to his emotion. 

“Oh, no? Then whose fault was it?” Frank 
prodded. 

“Micky Rudd, if you want the whole truth!” As 
he spoke, Kelso abruptly opened the large art 
folder that he had carried with him when he 
ducked into the back room on hearing the boys’ 
knock. 

After leafing through the contents of the folder, 
Kelso plucked out several pages of artwork, which 
he held up to show Frank and Joe. To their aston- 
ishment, they saw that they contained the drawings 
for a comic book story featuring a character just 
like the Apeman! 

“Leapin’ lizards!” exclaimed Joe, suddenly catch- 
ing on. “You mean Micky Rudd stole the Apeman 
character from Archie Frome?” 

“You guessed it,” Kelso replied grimly. “Several 
years ago, Frome brought this story to Star Comix. 
Rudd turned it down. But later on, in an emer- 
gency, when he needed a story in a hurry to fill out 
one of his comic books, he pirated Frome’s yarn. 
He had it drawn by one of his staff artists, but it still 
had the same plot as Frome’s story, and the Ape- 
man looked practically the same way Frome had 
drawn him. 
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“As it turned out, the Apeman made a big hit with 
the readers of Star Comix, so Rudd was forced to 
run more stories about him. Finally, the company 
began putting out a regular monthly comic book 
titled “The Apeman. 

“At first Rudd worried that Frome might discover 


the theft of his character. But when the artist failed 


to complain and turned to illustrating children’s 
books, Rudd began to relax and feel that there 
would be no trouble over his plagiarism. 

“Eventually,” Kelso continued, “a Hollywood 
producer bought the television rights to the Ape- 
man from Star Comix, and the Federated Broad- 
casting System purchased the show at my own 
suggestion.” 

“Didn’t Rudd realize he was laying himself open 
to a possible lawsuit?” put in Joe. 

“Certainly! But he was too greedy to pass up 
such a deal. Besides, Rudd isn’t the sole owner of 
Star Comix, and the other owners of the company 
wouldn't have let him turn down the television 
offer.” 

Frank said, “But I bet that’s what prompted him 
to try and steal the artwork for the original story 
from Frome’s studio, right?” 

- Kelso confirmed this. “At first,” he said, “Rudd 
was relieved to hear of Frome’s death, thinking that 
now his guilty secret would be safe forever. But 
then when he heard Frome’s daughter planned to 
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donate her father’s artwork to the Comic Art Mu- 
seum, Rudd was scared out of his wits, and that’s 
when he told me the whole story. 

“If someone at the museum discovered that 
Frome was the real creator of the Apeman,” Kelso 
continued, “not only would Star Comix and the 
FBS network be exposed to a costly lawsuit— 
Frome’s daughter might even go to court to get 
‘The Apeman’ television show forced off the air 
until the suit was settled. 

“Td be fired from the network,” Kelso told the 
boys. “My career would be ruined.” 

Then he had seen the television news film show- 
ing the fake Apeman’s raid on the Alfresco Disco. 
He had recognized Rollo Eckert as the impostor 
and had hired a private detective to track him. 

“That’s when he started blackmailing me!” Eck- 
ert broke in. “He said if I didn’t agree to swipe 
Frome’s story from the Comic Art Museum, he’d 
turn me in to the cops! But if I helped him out, he’d 
fix it so I could take over the starring role in ‘The 
Apeman’ show next season.” 

“If you believed that, you'll believe anything!” 
Joe said sarcastically. 

“What difference does it make now?” whined 
Kelso. “Anyhow, my troubles didn’t stop there. My 
houseman-chauffeur got sick, and I needed some- 
one to take his place temporarily . . .” 
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i “So you hired one of the Children of Noah!” said 
"Frank. 

“Quite right!” rasped an unexpected voice. “Bril- 
liant detective work, my two young snoops!” 

The Hardys whirled at the sound. A bearded 
man had just entered the cottage! 
The boys’ faces showed their dismay as they rec- 
= ognized Noah Norvel. With him were four of his 
armed guards! 
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A Screaming Finish 


“Where did you come from?” Joe exclaimed. 
“From the Bayport airfield, same as you.” The 
bearded cult leader bared his teeth in a wolfish 
grin. “You see, I keep a private plane at the West- 
chester County Airport. That’s where I headed as 
soon as I got rid of the police after you two left. My 
faithful followers had a car waiting for me when 
we landed, so we drove straight here to Rollo’s cot- 
tage. I was quite sure this was where we'd find him 


‘and Kelso.” 


“Wait a minute!” Frank broke in. “Let’s go back 
to that crack you made when you walked in just 
now. Am I right in thinking you get your cult 
members to pass on information that they pick up 
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in the households where they work as temporary 
servants?” 

“Of course! No harm in telling you, since you 
punks will never get a chance to inform the police.” 
Noah boastfully explained that in various big cities 


along the East Coast his young culties were often 


hired to do housework and other chores in the 
homes of important business executives. They were 
trained to report any interesting items they over- 
heard, in the belief that these might be useful in 
making the cult’s own business investments, and 
thereby help their great leader Noah “improve the 
world.” 

Culties employed in the homes of government 


_ officials and diplomats in Washington were trained 


to do the same thing. “What the fools don’t realize,” 
Norvel chuckled, “is that I can sell all those valua- 
ble business secrets and security data to foreign 
buyers overseas.” 

“Including enemies of your own country,” Joe 
said scornfully. 

“It’s no skin off my nose how they use the infor- 
mation I sell them,” the cult leader sneered. 

“Let me guess what else your culties do,” said 
Frank. “You've also trained them to sneak out any 
valuable jewelry or art objects they happen to spot, 
so their wonderful leader can have a chance to see 
and enjoy such examples of fine craftsmanship. 
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them back to return to their employers’ homes are 
forgeries, while you keep the real items and sell 
them to underworld fences!” 

“Correct!” Again Norvel chuckled wolfishly. “A 
perfect setup, wouldn’t you say? The owners sel- 
dom discover the switch, and my youthful stooges 
don’t realize they’re being used as thieves!” 

Sue Linwood gasped. “You're disgusting!” she 
cried. Joe had removed her gag but had not yet 
finished untying her from the chair when Noah and 
his armed guards burst into the cottage. Now her 
blue eyes blazed at the bearded cult leader. “To 
think I was foolish enough to become one of your 
children!” 

“But you did, my dear,” Norvel rasped, “and 
what's more, you even helped me dispose of some 
of the loot. It so happens that the package you 
delivered to the art dealer’s shop in New York con- 
tained a stolen painting!” 

Sue's face froze in a look of utter dismay. 

“You won't get away with the rackets you've 
been pulling!” Joe snapped. 

“If you mean because your father, the great 
gumshoe Fenton Hardy, is on my trail—that re- 
mains to be seen!” 

Noah, the Hardy boys now learned, had recently 
become aware that the famous detective suspected 
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-his criminal activities and was trying to collect evi* 
$ Boxe against him. So he ordered some of his 


a Forth the law belare] joining his cult, to spy on the 
i Hardy house and to harass the family in every way 
à possible. 

= One such cultie, by listening at the window, had 
seen Frank and Joe watching “The Apeman” show 
on television. He had done the spooky growling 
and made the huge footprints and later called the 
police. Other culties had caused the boys’ car trou- 
ble in Shoreham and had made the threatening 
= phone calls to Mrs. Hardy and Aunt Gertrude. . 
_ They had also trailed the boys to New York. Be- . 
_ cause there were enough culties to take turns from 
_ time to time, it was difficult for Frank and Joe to 
_ notice that any particular person was shadowing 
them. 

The amulet and scrap of paper with the Hardys’ 
-~ address had been dropped by one young spy who 
tailed them to the disco party. His pocket had been 
‚į ripped in the bustle and scuffle during the fake 
_ Apeman’s getaway. But it was Rollo himself who 
had appeared at the Hardys’ window and broken 
f the pane, because he was enraged at Frank and Joe 
for spoiling his raid on the disco. 

Frank suddenly snapped his fingers. “You were 

= also the cripple we saw on the park bench that 
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“night!” he exclaimed to Eckert. “You must’ve — 
changed clothes in the bushes and strapped on your 
plaster cast. That’s how you managed your vanish- 
ing act!” 

It was also Rollo Eckert, the Hardys now real- 
ized, who had attacked Joe outside the Olympic 
Gym. He had hidden in the phone booth and called 
the manager’s office when he saw the Hardys leav- 
ing. Moments later, when Joe was alone in the cor- 
ridor, it was Rollo’s crutch that had struck him from 
behind. 

> “But let’s get back to this creep,” said Frank, turn 
ing a contemptuous glance on Noah Norvel again. 
“The cultie that Kelso hired discovered the art 
~ folder—the one that Rollo Eckert had stolen for 
Kelso from the Comic Art Museum. So the cultie 
brought it to Noah, and when Noah went through it 
he spotted Archie Frome’s original Apeman car- 
toons and realized Star Comix must have stolen the 
character. With the cartoons for evidence, he knew 
he could make Star and the television producers 
pay him plenty not to spill the beans.” 

“But Kelso had a trick up his sleeve, too,” sai 

Joe. ` “*When Noah tried to blackmail him, he sen 
Rollo to Noah’s mansion tonight to get back the 
evidence!” _ 

“Brilliant, as I’ve said before,” the cult leaded 
sneered. “But we're wasting time.” 
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P “You'll be wasting a lot more behind bars,” Frank 

i snapped, “when the truth comes out!” 

“Then I’d better make sure it doesn’t, hadn’t I?” 
Noah Norvel chuckled nastily. “Which shouldn’t be 

á too hard once this cottage burns down, with all of 

_ you inside it!...All right, torch the place!” he 

Meadded; turning to his four guards. 

= Meanwhile, Joe had whispered something hastily 
to Sue Linwood. Suddenly she began to scream at 

_ the top of her lungs. 

i “Shut her up!” Noah shouted angrily to his men. 

D “If that racket carries far enough, she'll have every 

cottage on the beach wakened up before this place 
even set on fire!” 

‘ ‘One of the guards darted toward her ad tried to 

clap his hand over her mouth. But Sue writhed 

~ away from him and kept on screaming! 

_ With all of the crooks’ attention focused on the 

_ girl, Frank and Joe seized their chance to fight 

$ back. Joe grabbed a chair and disarmed one guard, 

- while Frank floored another with a hard left to the 

= jaw! 

Vern Kelso and Rollo Eckert quickly joined in 
the fray. In moments, the scene in the cottage 
turned to bedlam as Noah’s party fought wildly 
with their intended victims. The furniture was 

-~ smashed. At one point, Rollo picked up one guard 
bodily and hurled him clear across the front room! 
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But above the noise, the Hardy boys heard the 
roar of an engine as a plane swooped down toward 
the beach. Scarcely a minute or two later, three 
men came charging in the front door of the cottage. 
Fenton Hardy was in the lead, followed by Jack 
Wayne and Zack Amboy! 

The tide of the battle soon turned, and the famed 
private investigator now took charge of the prison- 
ers. Not only were Noah Norvel and his guards 
lined up with their hands in the air and their faces 
to the wall, but Vern Kelso and Rollo Eckert were 
as well. 

“You'll all answer to the law!” Mr. Hardy told 
them curtly. “Great work, Sons!” he added proudly 
to Frank and Joe. “You not only solved your own 
cases, but mine, too!” 

The boys learned that soon after his first radio 
contact with Jack Wayne, he had found a pilot will- 
ing to fly him from Long Island to the Westchester 
County Airport, where Wayne and Zack Amboy 
had picked him up after dropping the boys at 
Bayport. 

Further questioning revealed that Micky Rudd, 
aside from pirating Archie Frome’s cartoon charac- 
ter, had not taken part in the network executive's 
violent attempts to cover up the secret. 

“Did Kelso drug Zack Amboy?” Joe asked. 

“He had Rollo Eckert do it and tried to frame 
Zack by means of the two anonymous phone calls 
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Hardy replied. 
_ Frank shook his head. “And all this to keep his 
job,” he said. 

Tm afraid the network will have to get along 
without him from now on,” Mr. Hardy said with a 
grin. “He'll be in prison for a long time!” 

_ After the criminals had been delivered to the po- 
_ lice, the Hardy boys went home, dead tired. Just 
_ before he fell asleep, Frank vaguely wondered if 
there would be another mystery for them to solve 


i the drawing dropped in the museum,” Mr. 
% 


about it and had no idea that The Mummy Case 
would soon require their full attention. 
_ The Hardy boys were awakened the next morn- 
-ing by a visit from Chet Morton. The fat boy 
looked utterly crestfallen as he showed them a set 
= of photostats he had just received in the mail from 
Star Comix. The photostats showed how his Cap- 
= tain Muscles story would look when published in 
one of the Star Comix books. 
“Just look what they've done!” Chet wailed. 
“They've changed the wording in the balloons to 
ES make Captain Muscles sound like an idiot! They’re 
running it as a funny story, as if the whole thing's a 
Ep kel” 
“Well, after all, it'll appear in a comic book,” Joe 
ae out, smothering a grin. 
“Never mind him, Chet,” Frank sympathized, 
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clapping the double-chinned cartoonist on the 
back. “Besides, you've still got the money they’re 
paying you. That ought to be good for some fun!” 
“You're right,” said the fat boy, brightening up as 
his usual good humor came to the surface again. 
“Tell you what, guys! I'll use it to throw another big 
disco party for all the Bayport gang!” 
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